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‘Tia aweet to sit ot elose of day,
Aund backward gaze A

Upon the dreamy, distant pust,
The olden days.

When storum-clouds hurry athware the sky,
Fond hopes to blnst,

Gladly the weary, watching eye,
Turn on the past,

Though fute extend to me the eup
Of bitter pain,

And sound the knell of youthful hope,
Il not complain.

For memory will then revive,
With magic power,

And sweet aroma yet distill,
From faded flowers,

AT

STAMORES,

M. BYRUM,

JFTER nine o'clock. A sum-
mer's night,  The small lamp
on the table cast a yellowish
. glow over the white paper
upon which the tracery of closely writ-
ten words rapidly appeared, The hand
of the writer was not stayed, thongh
peals of laughter, ringing applause,
rag-time music filled the air and pro-
claimed the mirthful progress of the
waiters' eake-walk in the crude but
spacious ball-room on the slope below
the hotel building, \

Oblivious to the hilarity down there,
she hurriedly, eagerly wrote:

Dear, DEAR Justin—Once again at
Stamore’s. And yet can it be? I have
been trying so hard to make it all seem
as that other summer. How different
—though strangely familiar too—every-
thing looked as we drove along the old
red road from the station to-day!

Helen sat by my side—just as on that
other late afternoon, and though she
appeared smilingly content, the sight
of her sent another pang through my
alveady aching heart. Can you believe
that she is no longer the same Helen to
me? Though we love each other dearly

our hopes, our sympathies, our very

me that I misunderstood?

last words at the ball-room door,
turned angrily away to leave you. 1
tried not to hear, but you made me,

ngain they ring through my soul: “Call

Marjorie, and I will come, if need be,
from the uttermost part of the earth.

you aganin. Marjorie, you have hurt
me more than you can ever know. And
believe me, this has been no mere sum-
mer's pastime on my part.'
Ah, these words have burned so long
and so deep in my memory, But I could
never break my pride and acknowledge
—and T thought you WoULD come back
some time, But, Justin, these five long
years I've waited in vain.
I laughed that night as I left you and
joined John Reynolds in the wooing
waltz, Next morning I hoped you
would note how merrily I could flirt
with John at brealkfast, but you had gone
on the first morning hack.
To-night I can see from my window
that the ball-room again is ablaze.
Now the cake-walk has ended and
bright, beautiful faces fliv past the
windows and smile; the music steals
sweetly, pathetically into my soul and
pleads with my pride. I am softened—

to tears. O, Justin, don't look at me
80, I am weeping. Only come back und
forgive. MARJORIE.

“How weak to send out a tear-stained
letter. I wonder if it is too wet to
burn?*!

She held the light of a match' to the
dainty white pages that fluttered from
her finger-tips.  Slowly, slowly the
words wrung from her heart were con-
sumed in the torturing flame, and the
life of her being seemed to have spent
itself as the last shriveled page fell and
shattered—a crisp, blackened heap—in
her hand.

She looked at her watch. It was ten.
Helen was still in the ball-room, and

| not plad and chatter and
ugh as we jolted afong in the big,
clumsy hack. We did not ery out in
the ecstacy of our delight and admira-
tion as we reached the long, shaded
curve skirting the woodland, nor as we
passed the wide fields of heavy-headed
millet, We gazed with dreaming eyes
across the dear old river us we forded,
and though down beyond the ferry the
great fern-covered boulder still gave
pieturesque background to the idle boat
upon the water, we only mutely recog-
nized its beauty, and, turning, looked
speechlessly out to the mountains, pul-
ing now and seeming far away. *
Cven when we reached the narrow,
shaded lane leading from the road to
the hotel grounds I could speak only
with a choking effort, though Helen
seemed glad that our journey was end-
ed, (Justin, do you not remember that
green lane where we strolled so often
in those August days?) I could not
wave this time to the merry troops of
children running down to meet us, nor
ply them with questions as they clam-
bered noisily about us. In vain, on the
hotel gallery, I looked for familiar
faces. Many faces were there, but all
strange. Why—tell me why?—Justin,
did my glance wander down the long
gallery to discover if, perchance, a tall
figure leaned against the last pillar and
watched with half-amused unconcern
the whole frivolous proceeding—the old
guests greeting the new? Yes, Justin,
I acknowledge it. I looked again for
you. Butno eyes looked straight into
mine and no soul revealed itself as my
glance lingered there where I had first
seen you.

I walked up to the spring after sup-
per with Helen. It was dark, and the
cup was bitter., You have not forgot-
ten, Justin, that we met at the spring
after supper and you proffered me the
first cup of water? O, for the light
heart of that night, forever gone! To-
night, though I stood at the spring
among & happy, heedless, quaffing
throng, I heard only the great, lone-
some Lombardy poplars sighing inter-
mittently with the passing breeze.
“Poor, poor trees,”’ I thought, “how
I pity you. Will yon not take my sad
secret, too, and let me into your confi-
dence?” With abject yenrning I turned
to them, but with calm contempt they
spurned my sympathy, and gloomily
lifting themselves towards the dark-
ened sky, stood as spectral sentinels—
silently unresponsive.

But why write on? Can you not see
that my heart has been breaking all
these weary years?
been mine. It was I who quarreled,
and for a groundless jealousy.

once more Marjorie took up her pen,

And the fault has

I know

So distinetly now I remember your
I had

To-night I am heeding those words as

me back again when you will, little

But not till you've called will I come to

EN RovTe, November 18.—The so-
clal side of the recent convention of
United Daughters of the Confederacy, |
at Richmond, was so highly developed
as to seriously interfere with the offieial
or business side, but, truly delightful it
proved to each and every one of the vis-
itors. The governor's reception was
the inaugural of a series of brilliant en-
tertainments. The crush here was at
least distantly reluted to the presiden-
tial jams, One’s complacency over her
personal appointment soon collapsed
into an amazed acceptance of the indu-
bitable conviction that she was a mere
atom, infinitesimal at that, in the fem-
inine economy, Save for a sort of flash-
light, made up of spacious rooms, glow-
ing chrysanthemums, electric lights
and well-gowned women in kaleido-
scopic tints, with a really encouraging

saw little upon this oceasion. By the.
way, this was the first and only time
the men honored themselves (¥) by
showing at any of the week's festivi-
ties, The Daughters of the Confeder
acy were evidently of mien too warlike
to invite eloser inspection.

A charming oceasion was the after-
noon tea tendered by Mrs. Taylor Elli-
son, and another given by Mrs. Clai-
borne wus delightful. These, as ox-
pressed by one of the hostesses, were
“run in on a temporary side-track;” for
the time was brimming overwith every
conceivable engagement. Of coursel;
the event sociully was the Wednesday
night reception at the Jefferson, ten-|
dered by the Richmond Chapter to the |
visiting Daughters of the Confederacy. ||

in its specially donned regalia of floral ¥
decorations and the Confederate red,

ously about the noble rooms. The re-
ceiving party, with Mrs. Jefferson Davis,
Mrs, Hayes, and Mr. and Mps. Pulitzer,

CONVENTION ECHOES. |

smattering of the sex masculine, one|.

l?ﬂzlws eonvention.
 The Westmoreland and Cumberland
3

ifwas the shell without the kernel. We

The already superb hotel was gorgeous| g

white and red that gleamed conspicu-| g
U

» m gomplain of drought ahout

¢ tickets. Eat your supper before
me; this is a Confederate party.”
none the less enjoyable.

the Teunessee room, the Ten-

— et

r e room! 1 should like to strike
'fnote till all discord, as it is now,
¥ ¢ht slip into tune and ring in hor-
P @y with the rest of the State rooms.
1 these columns will echo the word
¢ Blate until every Confederate vet-

every son and daughter of the
ederacy, will add his or her mite to
h a bleak expanse of bare floor
wall. In the absence of the Ten-
regent, I had the honor of serv-
substitute—by the way, the title
nt'"" opened up many pleasant by-
for the Tennessee substitute—but
should have heard me dodging a
t reply to the polite query, “Of
Waieh room, did yousay?" Instrolling
fbut here I met up with Dr. Kent, and
3 rly grateful therefor. To his
e t that a meeting had brought
toRichmond, I asked, *The U. D, C.
_{ﬂﬂng?" The vigor of his answer
ihids my inscribing it, as vigorous as
r. Kent ever is in the use of words.
khen with a repentant blush he in-
pmed me he was in attendance on a

==

Mubs tendered bewutiful receptions to

man of them showed up, and some of the
legates were frank enough to confess

an abundant sutficiency of woman-
i, We longed to satisly curiosity as

d Richmond mankind.
gave us one of our most mem-
s gxperiences—lunch at the Sol-
' Home, 1 wish every Southern
i and woman—yes, and Northern,
-might have seen those pals,
kled old veterans drawn
ible e to honor their visitors,
pight Diughter of the Confederacy

< o

of New York World fame, at the head
of the line, stood in one of the rich par.

and w

more Springs, August 4,
Dear Mr. Glover—We are once aguin
ot Stamore’s. Come up and join us us
s00m A48 you can. Sincerely,
MARJORIE GATHS,
He will understand, she thought, as
she folded the note away.

Not many days later her fingers trem-
bled and her face blanched as she read:
New Orleans, La,, August 10, 1809,
My Dear Miss Gates—I took the lib-
erty to open your note addressed to my
brother, who died lust Friday night,
{August 4th,) at ten o'clock., Only a
little hour previous to his death, which
came unexpectedly, he expressed the
desire to start for the mountains as soon
88 he was able to travel, that he might
recuperate again at Stamore’s. 1 judge
that you were one of his special friends,
and send you by to-day's mail papers
containing the details of his illness and

death. Very truly,

GEo. W. GLOVER.

Marjorie did not swoon asshe finished
reading, but a heaven-born light came
into her eyes as she repeated to herself
again and again: “Reconciled, Justin,
in that hour of death. You still lived
while I made my confession—and knew,
Thank God!"

She did not confide in Helen. She
packed her trunk that night and left
the Springs—but never its memories
~the following morning.

THERE 18 NO UNBELIEF.

(Lizele York Case.)
There I8 no Unbeliel!
Whoever plants a seed beneath the sod
And walts to see It push away the clod,
Truats he in God.

There {s no Unbelief!
Whoever says, when elouds are in the sky,
Be patlent, heart, light breaketh by and by,
Trusts the most High,

There I8 no Unbellel!
Whoever sees 'neath Winter's flelda of anow
The silent harvests of the future grow,
God's power must know,

There Is no Unbelief!
Whoever lles down on his couch to sleep,
Content to lock ench senae In slumber deep,
Knows God will keep,

There Is nc Unbelief!
Whoever says to-morrow, the unknown,
The future, trusts that power alone

He dare dlsown.

There 18 no Unbelfef!
The heart that looks on when dear eyelids close
And dares to live when life has only woes,
God's comiort knowsy,

There Is no Unballef!
For thus by day and night unconsciously
The heart lHves by that faith the lps deny,
God knoweth why.

Atthe seventeenth annual convention
of the Woman's Relief Corps, which
was held in Philadelphia, the treasu-
rer's report showed that during the
year $161,019.67 had been expended for

low s Semchat you will of the

ga marvelous woman. Inthes
noon of this same day she had partici-
pated in most solemn and touching cer-
emonies ineident to the unveiling of
n bronze tablet placed in St. Paul's
church hy a friend, in memory of her};
noted daughter.  Yet there she sat and
without faltering went through the tre-
mendous task of greeting the vast crowd
which pressed forward, some from de-|(
sire to offer homage, the majority mere
curiosity-seckers.  In a conversation
later with Mrs. Davis, she furnished a
clearer insight into her character and
motives, You know, of course, she has
been o mark for much and bitter criti-
cism, even in the South. She said,
UMy dear, you will hear me harshly
judged for remaining in the North. I
want you to know that I am a sceribbler
and by keeping my postoffice in New
York city [ am enabled to add 1,500 to
my income, and thereby have earned
the privilege of erecting memorials to
my dead.” Is not this both reasonable
and natural?  Mrs. Hayes—*My Mag-
gie,” to her mother—is a lovely looking
woman, combining a striking dignity
with sweet graciousness and a most
gentle, womanly manner. It oceurred
to me during the recent ovation to the
memory of her younger sister that a
lack of appreciation bad been shown
one perhaps equally deserving praise
and admiration.

Returning to the Jefferson reception
—the toilettes were marvels of elegance
and variety of fashions, Murs. Pulitzer,
of New York, was somewhat startling
to conservative Southern eyes. But
for the lack of a finny appendage she
might have been termed a black ther-
maid. She was all scales of jet that fit-
ted her as closely as its skin a fish with
no dearth of serpentine folds follgwing
in her wake, however lacking the hpper
department of a superb and altogether
unique costume, At supper I hpard a
man say, nodding toward her, *Looks
as if she began building her outfit at
the bottom and the wherewithal gave
out at the top and left o gap.” That
expresses it very well, She owned, I
am proud to say, a “corner” in that
particular style.

Mrs. Meade, of Petersburg«hy the
way, a cousin of our Stuart Ashhy Al-
len—was one of the most distinguished
women present, not only by her beauty,
but because of the “noblesse odlige"
stamp that marks her in any sssem-
blage. Mrs. Putney was a tall, hand-
some woman, with an unlimited supply
of fine tollettes. But it is hardly fair

to specify, when there was so much to
commend.

The reception at the Confederate
Museum, the old White House, wasin-
teresting. In giving the invitatjon
from the stage, or platform, Mrs. N.\V.

it now—1I did not then. T was sincere,

the relief of veterans.

Randolph, president of the FIos

pretty chapel, with its stained glass
windows, *‘God be with vou till we meet

sounded sweoter Lo our ears thuan 4
Wagner opera.
what dimmed by the assurance of a Lee

sume of them are great old rascals and
getdrunk every chance they ger, Well,
why not?
breath, appetite, & mere handful of
years, and their memories.
der if they seek oblivion sometimes,

ow entertainment during U, D. C. week
inRichmond.

bofween fraternities and club-men, we
ngfer realize
wihen as well until here.
erti Federation Woman’s Clubs'' badge
jobing forces with the Ossoli Cirele of
Kioxyille proved an open sesame to a
chirming club home in Richmond.
cad of admittance tendered me the
hapitality of the club during my entire
sty. Two doors from the Jefferson, it

\ ! me’s no lack of moisture to-
were so pitifully eager to

o delegates, but I'm ashumed to con- _I:
"*l they made use of proxies, Not a

(WIIl Visscher.)

Think you I'l]l glng a love song?
Indeed I will, nna sweet,

And from my heart 08 troe and stroug

Ag In its throbbings might belong
Had It a younger beat,

I'll glng of love that none have seen
Since Christ paid all the debe;

Till eame sweet charlty's own gueen,

As humble as the Nagirene,
Blg-hearted Marguret,

A wedded mald nnd peerless,
With beanty—none at all—

But a soul a8 pure and fearless,

And as crystal In [ts ¢lonrness
As Eve's before the fall,

Her spouse was slmple Tenderness,
Her babed the walfs and strays—

The fatherless and mothoriess;

Tie little ones of dark distress,
Along llfe's rugped ways.

The good, above. will grest thec,
And He who sald of old,

“Let lttle ones come unto Me,"

And blessed them ut His holy knee.
Will take thee to His [old,

Thy statue and thy monument
In loviug hearts are se;
The emblems of thy good intent—
The work to which thy soul was bent,
Love-sainted Margaret.

“MARGARET.”

HERE stands in New Orleans,
B ot the converging of busy
WAYs, & monument to 4 womian
—a woman of humble hivth,
never widely known, but a saint in the
eyes of the people of the ¢ity in which
she long lived and lnbored. Why that
monument was built and why she is
worthy of it, is worth repeating.

Margaret Guffney, a poor Irish girl,
wus born in Baltimore, where
parents died of yellow fever while she
was o small child, A family numed

Richards gave her a home until she
grew to womanhood, when she married
4 man named Houghery., They moved
to New Orleans, where the husband's
health failed. He made a voyage to
Ireland with the hope of being benefit-
ted, but he died. Their only child soon

her

rly, to show us their

in hand, and the bright November
b shining a benediction on the scene,
a furewell they gave us from the
tgain."  And the old quavering voices
The halo was some-
ump veteran—this Home was built
ind is supported by Lee Camp—that
What have they left but

Small won-

These are but a few of the efforts for

Mthongh often hearing of the bond

it extended to club-
The “Gen-

A

Wi an oasis to the weary conventionite,
lacrated by points of order and ques-
ticd of privilege. Here in the prety

one of the best known establishmentsin

followed the father, and the yo :
MR T e IM

vice as & domestic in an orphan nsylum
founded by that worthy man, Julian
Paydreas. TFor a time this institution
wus conducted by some Protestant
women in conjunction with the Sisters
ol Charity, but later the Sisters opened
a separate institution and Marearet
took charge of their dairy, But she
also helped them In other branches, and
from the beginning proved a true and
valued friend to the orphans. There
are men living in New Orleans who will
tell you that they have seen her wheel-
ing a barrow, loaded with provisions,
through the streets to the asylum, the
supplies being a gift to the orphans,
provided she would thus transport them.
She remained with the asylum until it
had paid the last dollar of debt: then
she engaged in the dairy business on
her own account. She prospered from
the first, giving the husiness the closest
attention and laboring patiently, inces-
santly. She often drove one of her own
milk carts or bread carts, for in 1860
she opened a bakery in the heart of the
city, and this, like the dairy, grew and
prospered. “Margaret's Bakery'' was

the city, Itseemed that the more she
gave the more she prospered—and her
charity was as boundless as it was mod-
est and unpretentious. She gave to the
white and the black, Protestant, Cath-

terroom, with a4 deft waitress always
in ttendance, might be found the cup
thi ' cheers, a well-provided desk at
wlch to collect one's scattered wits
an send missives of reassurance to the
anious absent, and a library provided
wih everything worth having in the
mgazine line, Mrs. Judge L., L. Lewis,
thipresident, a former Tennesseean, is
aninfluence in the social and literary
lif of the city. Mrs. Lewis was Miss
Juie Looney of Memphis, and is an
alwgether delightful woman, full of

bradth and intelloctuality,

She is

mrh interested in the W. E. I. U. work
of inoxville, and thinks of founding a

gisilar

union in Richmond. With an

ction to the Woman’s Club from

Mr Le

wis, and Mrs, T. Ashby Weller,

fondrly of Knoxville, my induction
imt full elub privileges was ussured.
O«li must begin to consider s tea-
voi| It is the aeme of club comfort.

o

8 pood deal of a notable Confed-

eri® iveteran, Mr. Joshua Brown, of

N¢é

ork, who escorted Mrs. Davis to
Ritmond.

Mr. Brown was with Sam

Dyisy our Tennessee boy, when captur-
edind had & narrow oull for his life.
MiBown it was who wrote the most
auemtic sketeh of the boy martyr ever

pul » He is a geniul, fun-loving,
restructed American—as we all are
deitd the influx of sentiment that

hat# ! “like the scent of the roses"
abt those dear dead days, with their
rasfit hopes and dauntless courage,

)
1

i

olic, Hebrew—she had sympathy and
charity for all, and all she gave was
blessed with her love.

Everybody called her “*Margaret”
leading citizens, the men of finance and
business, delighted to honor her, dind
the greatest and the humblest were
proud to be numbered among her ac-
quaintances, What made the people
honor and love this woman—this plain
Irish woman, stout and unshapely, with
large, red, impassive face, big feet and
hands, always homely dress and Shaker
bonnet—this simple woman almost
wholly without education, without any
of the tricks or arts or graces of fushion,
society or imparted refinement? Was
it because of her loving and constant
kindness, her practical sympathy for
the weak and the oppressed, for the
poor little waifs of the street and the
tenement; was it because of her patient
industry, unselfish devotion, simple,
humble modesty and that charity which
envieth not, which vaunteth not itself,
which is not puffed up? Whatever the
reason, there was in New Orleans no
woman of intellect or beauty, or wealth,
no grand dame of boasted birth or lin-
eage, whom the city, the people, great
and small, honored as they did ““Mar-
garet, the Orphan's Friend." Her
labor of love ended with her life in 1882,
The tribute, one tribute, which the city
has paid to her memory is & monument
which stands in front of an orphan agy-
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RETROSPECTIVE. dear, but unreasonable. Can you blame \['rwr. wdded: *Ladies, there are mli THE ORPHAN'S FRIEN i:«_

reproduction of her ungraceful gure in
marble; caressing an orphian boy
“Whatevetr

hath its sow

Is 1 oany way bewatiful

#of beauty initsell, and is
|-'fm:|r'|--w in
of it.

itselfy praise forms no part
S it is none the worse or better
for bising prafsed.””  No words of praise

!IIl

long as there js

can wdd 1o the beguty this noble

| woman's life, but so
love of the good and noble in the huinan
Iin-.lr-l the memory of *Margaret™ will
b honored wmony men.

STORY OF CHARLES LAMB,

Lamb received un invitetion on a cer-
tain evening to be present at brenkfast
at Rogers’ the following morning, to
meet a young author, whose first vol-
ume of poetey lefv the press that day.
He went o trifle early and veached the
waiting-room while it was vacant, Rog-
and none of

On 4 table

poet’s new

o1s not huving come down
the ruests havinge arrived,
lny a copy of the young
book., Lamb picked it up, ran through
it, suw thut it contained nothing of any
specinl mark, and then, in a few min-
utes yet remaining, amused himself by
committing to memory three or four of
the short poems it contained.

among them the
young aspirant for honors.  Someof the
leading men of the London world of let-
ters were amongst the number.

The puests arrived

Hog-
ers desvended, the young man was in-
trodieed, and the breakfast wus served,
Some literary matters came under dis-
cussion, pending the after iotroduction
of the young poet’s book.

With the eravest of faces, after a few
*1 d-don’t think,
g-gentlemen, [ h-have ever r-ropeated
to you one of my b-best poems, What
s-say?  Will you h-have it?" Nobody
quite understood what was coming, but
all could read the mischievous flush in
the eye that wins usually so kindly; and
the demand for the poem was general.

Laml quietly repeated, word for
word, one of the posms from the young

minutes, Lamhb said:

| Lhe rest, w! ey faw the young

chair, as astonished a5 {Pthunderstruck,
und as helpless as if puralyzed. Loud
cheers, clapping of hands and demands
for more.  Lamb bowed his thanlks, pre-
tended not 1o remember anything else
that he had written lately,
under urging, rvepeated another, and
yet of the poems from thi
young man's book—the budding poet
showing symproms of doubt whether he
had really written the poems up to thut
time he had  belloved he had—until he
henrd s min declaiming them and claim-
ing them for his own: & man who could
not even have seen his unpublished
book, Louder cheers, and 4 stil] louder
demand for yevanother. The fun, with
the “old uns' now thoroughly instruct-
el, began o grow “fast and furious.'

and theh,

wnother

Lamb, who had previously retained his
sitting position, now and said:
“Gegentlemen, | only been
g-giving you sgome of l-little bits of
m-my p-poetry, but I h-have a p-poem
that I am a little p-proud of. 1 w-wrote
it & g-good m-many years ago, This is
h-how it hegins:

rose

h-have

"Of m=man’s flvse disobedionee and the (rilt

Of that fortdden t-ree, whose mortal taste

Brought d-denth {nto the world, with all our
woe''—

The recitation was doomed to go no
further, For the previous few minutes
the young poet, crazed with wonder,
and yet in some way aware that in some
unaccountable way he was being robbed

had simply been tearing hishaiv, But
tt this jnncture he could restrgin hime
self no longer.  He sprang o his feet,
his face ablaze, and burst out:

“Gentlemen, thisis toomueh! 1 have
sit here, gentlemen, and heard that
man repeat poem after poem of mine,
and I haye borne it. But when I hear
him claim the opening lines of Milton’s
Paradise Lost'*

That wldress, too, was doomed to be
out short, like the recitation. Rogers
averred that never heneath Wis roof,
with all the merry madness that that
breskfast-tuble knew, had such a storm
of laughter and applause gone over it
as finished that speech and seént the
young man to his chair—for the time
little less than an absolute maninc—un-
der the pressure of Lamb's crowning
atrocity.

How They Call It

Mrs. Smallwit—"Such s lovely after-
noon.  Wish I could take a drive!”

Mr. Goodheart (consolingly)—"Wait
till next summer and I'll take you to
ride in my sutomobile,”

Mrs. S.—"Why wait till summer to
get an autumn-obije®"

Mr. G. (innocently)—*It's sutv m’

Gov. Tanner and ]mrl;.- of Illinois,
were in Chattanoogu this week. They
came 0 dedicate their State monument

A.B. M.

luin which she almost built. It is a

at Chicamauga park.

man's hook. 'i‘hek ¥y was furnished u:-.l



